72           JOE EIDER'S LAST RUN
" 'Tis bitter sorrow," again he said,
" That the fliers of the front Should lag behind like a string of lame ducks
At the weary tail of the hunt."
Ever slower and slower still
The mare's feet trod the valley and hill,
Her head hung down as to deplore
Her glory of the days of yore.
The dog hound, true to the blood of his kind,
Limping and footsore, yet ran behind,
Till at length he fell with a whining yelp
That was almost a human cry for help.
Joe pulled on his rope.    "So ends," said he, " The last of all good days for me. Now back to the skilly and Work'us cheer, And God cut short the * Happy New Year !' But oh, Gay Lass, that thou and I Could see a red fox ere we die I Could once again be in  at the death, Though it cost our bodies' latest breath !"
As he spoke a horn in the distance blew.
He raised his eyes to the sound, When a red fox dropped from a shelving bank
And ran slinking along the ground, His brush was wet as a drowned rat's tail.
The red tongue lolled in distress. The grin on his mask and the half-shut eyes
Showed his utter weariness.